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To His Excellency 


LIEUTENANT GENERAL 


GINCKEL. 


| Commander in Shief, afjalt Theic Majeſties 


'F © R c ES. 


IRELAND; 


Upon His Coming tO 


YU U-B:{E.T.N. 


By BR. Walls 
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} 4 Ail! hai! great Captain whoſe Victorious Hand, 
t Has made Rebellion know, who can Command, 

His made them know, You always have Poſleſi, 

A Gen*rons Verrue in Your Noble Breſt 

Has donefuch Good tothoie would curſe vour Fame; 

Your Foes are fo:c'd to Celcbrate Your Nain=. 

How have we heard, Your Enemice Extol, 

A Mighty Heart, in Your immortal Soul. 

Thus Vertne can be Good, and not Unjuft, 

And thoſc Acts Prays'd, tho' done but when needs muſt. 


Wrazr Wonders ! hiye You w wrought in one Campaign © 
What mighty Number 75s, by Your Couduct Slain ? 

How bave You C ongn: 168 'd. with a Mighty Hand * 
Great Gm k REE ll Fg! ting, when You did Command F 
Glogies Your A T1tÞ Religion and the Law: 3, 
Your Maiters Bono 27, all Jehova's Cane. 
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| But help my Mule, Oh! teach me to Expreſs, 
To Welcom our Great General in a Verſe. re ee 
Who, when Commanding, Fought Himſelf 'gainſt thoſe; 
Who durſt the dread King Fliams Will Oppoſe, 
Whoſe mighty Preſence, in the Batrel made 
The Foes that Fought againſt him fo affraid ; 
That 'mongſt the many Bullets chat did Fly, 
Moſt aim'd at Him; and all Shot to the Sky. 
By Heaven preſerv'd, his Conqueſt to compleat, 
In one Campaign, He frees our Church and State : 
And Honours now, his Labours Compenſate. 


The Heav'ns now Bleſs us, with 2 happy Sight 
Of Him, who doth our Souls ſo much delight. 


Whoſe Sunlike Beams, daſmilt that Sullen Night, 
Which did the Spirits of-the juſt Afﬀeight. 
Of Him who Fighting, made his Foes ſo Wonder, 
As ifit had been Fove, withall his Thunder. 
As if He had been Mars, the God of War ; 
His mighty Adions, ſo Caleſtial arc. 
That when the Gods in a ConjunGion fits, 
They have necd of Him, to Moderate their Wits. 
For Mars too haſty, ſpoyl's what he Intends, 
Unleſs Great Fove, Sercne afſfiſtants Lends. + 
And Surly froms, is fo flow that he, | 
Diſpairs, before his Buſineſs Finished be. 
And mighty So!'s, ambition 1s ſo Grear ; 
Hein the greateſt Buſineſs, keeps his State. 


Thus like the Gods 1s Hel! like them doth doe: 
Like them, his Actions, with Succeſs purſue. 


Like Mars he's Haſty, like Great Fove he's Grave, 
Like Saturn flow , like Glorious Sol he's Brave. 
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